Dance and History 


For Cornel West, Natalie and Scarlett 


I 


I am in love, with you. You couldn't drop, into the existence of life. I was ina 
world, when I left you, oh, oh oh. I didn't know what the world meant, when 
we danced all night. We were in a dialect of language. I only know, the 
melody is a few notes. I am speaking about the logic of writing, to a lover. I 
will tell, the no no no way. The words are, a man, who is running away and 
coming by chance. Running running. This is a black man, I am in a distinct 
language. Run that, run me my chance. I am coming from different routes. 
Raining, raining, raining. I am out dancing to Lulli's frequent evenings. In 
high school, we studied together. Where is the money? It is a world, apart. I 
am only in a melody. We dance, we break, we tire, we leave. I hear a poem, 
it is from a distant place, India. 


It's a sweet girl. She talks, to people. Respect her, it's a new chapter. Iam a 
black woman. I stand in the metro, and there is a bill, some live for, some 
wind for. Iam a writer. We are in a letting go. 


Na, na na na everyday. We met, fell in love. I met her at a friend's place. We 
knew, what were more than friends. She lights up, my world. Shawty's like a 
melody in my head. We were breaking up the rules, we want to get married. 
I am running through the melody in my head. I am singing, it is a symphony 
she writes in songs and distinct logic. Shawty got me singing. 


Um, whatcha say? Then it's all full of dust. I was caught up, singing to her. I 
know we treat each other better. I will be your man, when the truth came 
out. Truth, the name that I only meant well. It's all full of dust. I only meant 
well. I was with you. How could I live? Knowing that I let our love go. I 
know, what I did was for us to be together. When the truth was said, I didn't 
know what to do. It's like music. It cost us our freedom. But it was a correct 
line of thought. 


Now some philosophy. The second paragraph is a reading of the truth that 
came out. I am a black man, with a black woman. I am at once, a black 
woman, in love with a black man. I am Indian, and brown. I am all of you at 
once. I told you not to leave me alone. I told you, love me for who I am. The 
whole paragraph, do for their stories. It is to take, the rain, the letting go, 
and transfigure it into a drop into the existence of life, and truth. 


I see your face, then drop. I loved you like a Belafonte song. I am in India, I 
am in America. I told you not to leave me alone. 


I told you not to leave me alone. 


I told you not to leave me alone. 


II 


Shawty I could take you there. I am a peasant, I work all night. I could take 
you there. But I am a bourgeois man. A worker. I am a intellectual. Lip lip 
lip, like a lollypop. I want to tell you, that I am in a dance club, and I would 
like to sing to you in a logic that is distinct. It is as if we were distinctive. I 
had a walk, I wore hair on my back. I grew my beard, and became a Marxist. 
I am thugging, I am a hustler. I am a man, who lives on the edge, buys a gun 
and walks on the road. I am a Marxist who believes in drops. I drop, like a 
figure. I am not a black man. I am a brown man. I am going to hit the 
trigger, and get back from the land I was born in. 


I then tell you that I like that. Yeah I like that. Lip,lip, lip like a lollypop. The 
beat is the bouncing, on the stand me, and call me, and then dribble the ball, 
and shoot a gun into the head of that dead fucker who tried to kill us. 


Now I go crazy. I need a gun, and I am in a bank heist. Iam a gangster. I am 
a liberal pop artist. I get down to the rage of a oppressed man, and pull the 
trigger. Iam the one. 


Then we go home. We all work and go home. We have truth, and in the early 
morning I hear the aazaan. 


HI 


I am, in the place. I rain. It's hopscotch. 


IV. 
I will be, bukka bukka bukka yeah. 


You know I am the one. I am driving, and it is late in the night, early in the 
morning. Its a gun. I am in a revolutionary bank heist. But what I like is 
living at home, watching television. 


The truth, I name. Three paragraphs. How do I intend a philosophy here? 
Owayo oway owayo. 


Philosophy is when each sentence is taken into the world, of my heart. It is 
writing, dancing, raining, and black, brown and white, becoming a logic of a 
drop into existence. Now for the paragraph, shift. 


V. 


We were in a night. We were virtually immersed in the club. It was a dance, 
I told you not to leave me alone. I danced into a logic. I named distinct 
rhythms. I moved to music that moved. I was in the night, and I fell. I fell 
into love. I see your face. It is a figure, and then I dropped. I also danced. I 
was on a dance floor. I let my hair down. I ran into trouble as sparks flew 
upwards. I was in a party. It was just a few of us. We danced. Lila did 
something like a twist. I kept dancing in the box. I did the twist as well. We 
were all night. We were beauty. We were grace. I am the night, and there is 
alot of music. I named her my lover. And I Luian, was with Lila from place to 
place. Somebody call the police, we're seeing a house burn. 


She is on the dance floor. I am with her. We are listening to infinite music. It 
changed from hip hop and blues and jazz, to pure electronic sounds. 


I am in the airport. I am in an aeroplace. I am in aeons and it is light years. I 
am in a space ship, it is going to the moon. There is so much going on in this 
dance. I am in strobelights. I am dancing, we are in slow motion. We are 
positive and happy, everything is working out. It is in actuality a virtual 
medium. I am in slow motion. I am reducing in phenomenological terms the 
entire scene of a happening, a fact, an ontology. 


Where is the paragraph on truth? It is this Gilles Deleuze philosophy of 
truth. I am dancing, and I am swinging. I am holding your hips. I am 
twisting, and turning around and happy. I am a woman, with a man. I am in 
a dance. It is uplifting. It is lifting us into pure outer space. I am in 
ontological perfection here. It is a minor beat, the lights are off, underneath 
my feet, the lights come on. I am drunk, or at least perfectly high. Then the 
beat persists, the electronic lip lip lip, is also on. I am now getting involved, 
emotionally with the man I am with. It is a subjectively charged space. I am 
in the orbit of truth. I am closing in on your body, this is sense. 


I am here. 


VI. 


I am in a lyric. I speak as a woman. I am in love with aristocratic 
frequencies. But I think of the poor. They are distant. I think this is what I 
mean. We are distant, we are close. When I sing the lyric body, in sex I am 
alone. I am also at one with the logic of a dance. Thanks for inviting me to 
this dance. Is what I say. And there is French, and I am in a logic of sense, 
and I like that you chose this music. I am also reflecting on the past, it is a 
long journey to live with you forever. I am only in love. I am speaking to you 
with my voice. There is a radio, we are in a car, it is that close, that 
proximate as it were. 


I don't understand other things. I don't understand, because I don't think so 
much. 


VII. 


Then we get into matters. It is race, sex, gender and class. I am in a 
classroom. It is a French classroom, it is oh I beg you, can I follow. Oh I ask 
you, why not always. Be the ocean, where unravel. The classroom, is full of 
people. We then go from class to the party and that is France. I follow you in 
a deep sea then. It is just to dance after a protest. The class is a class apart. 
It is unique, it is finally, the rebel, or the daughter who fell in love. I, I 
follow. It's deep sea baby. Can you imagine things? I am bourgeois, you are 
a protester, and you're my river. I don't think you understand French, or 
French love. It's April. It's like a music, that we share. It's like a music we 
dance to after class. 


Life, as you know it, can get complicated by class, gender, race. But I think 
we follow unique people, and listen to music that we share. I, I follow. Like a 
dance? I, I two steps, on the floor, what you call dancing in the box, to the 
beat. I, I follow. 


VII. 


It's raining. We are in a electronic music. I am angry, I am after a fight. I am 
not about class. Iam about freedom. I feel totally lost. I am to be with you. I 
am in encounters. I feel angry and nobody else so we can be free means we 
get electronic about life. 


VIII. 


I see your face and then we drop means music is life, and we are in a 
philosophical position, from race and caste to class to life. I think its a 
progression. It's the movement of the beat, that merges with a lyric. It is the 
perfect moment, when I reach the moment. Wait for the moment. I told you 
not to leave me alone is the drama of the whole of life, existence, Marx, 
protests and class struggle. In the other song, there is another lyric, it 
begins like delay, and a beat. It then proceeds to more delay linking and is 
an elaboration of differences in relationships, that work like delay or chance. 
This is what I began with, the first paragraph. And now there is the moment 
again. It is like something that frees a delay into a progressive-regressive 
rap, that is about time swerving. Time swerves when you fall in love. 


IX. 


The philosophical proposition that we are authors of a work, and then 
produce the imagination of literature that frees us from the strictures of 
classical Marxism, is expressed here in a diagram close to Spinoza. It is to 
inhabit a world. It is to read the lyric, as it is. It is to express, here as I talk 
to you all, the meaning of life. It is happiness that leads the life. I am here 
philosophical. I am at times lyrical, now to pass into the lyric. 


X. 


We are now in a new position. It is the life of a drug user and musician, and 
dancer with lover. I am in a position before I sing, I walk in a drug like form. 
I am bent on my lower back, and lean into the microphone. I am singing 
about a war to fight. It is the war, between Rome and Spartans, in terms of 
music and dancing. I try dancing. It is the need for a different music. This 
music, is like a settling down of forms. I am in a trance-like state. I am in an 
embryonic embrace, I put my hand around his body, his shoulder, and he 
touches my hips. Love, love is a verb. Fearless on my breath. I am moving to 
this music. 


XI. 


Ohohohoh, ohohohohoh. I am singing about the reflection on a class war, or 
a class struggle. It is to take the militant work of philosophy and Marx, and 
classes and people, and the oppressed and transform it into a work for 
dance. I am now missing more than just your body. Is it too late now to say 
sorry. Oh oh oh. I am taking the Marxist weapon of theory, literature and 
psychonalysis, and transforming it into interludes of music and lyrics, and 


dancing verbs. I am staying here with you, and I am going to spend the 
nights among workers and protesting sites. I am at a protest, I am in a lyric 
with a protesting comrade. I am now among the protesting workers. Is it too 
late? Am I in your world, do I understand you well enough? Are we 
Ambedkarites? Are we in a demonstration? And then I get back home, and 
oh oh oh. Is it too late to say sorry now? 


XII. 


So what does it all mean? I am writing a piece of lyricism. It is lyricism on 
history. There is the history of dance. It is the twist, the cha cha cha, and 
salsa and jive. Each form is a music. I walk up to you and dance, we are 
hanging out at the bar, and then hit the dance floor. Early dance is about, 
the rhythm and the structure of a dance. And then I, I follow, begins. It is a 
different dance. It is the steps, there is France, it is running deep, running 
wilde. I am in a Holzewige in life, and then there is a dance. Here, here, here 
as they say. It is a river running into your life, I, I. And you you. 


XIII. 


The first love, is a question of phenomenological reduction. It requires a 
message, a piece of writing. It is a feminine love, it is the lover as woman, 
who expresses herself. We get along, and it is purely woman, or girl, le 
femme. It is all about the woman's perspective on love. And then there is the 
hook. And we dance, le femme, read her lips, her body and her minimalism. 
Her voice, her hair, her language, her grace. It is style. It is le femme. 


XIV. 


And then the last love, the late encounter. We are listening to night music. 
We are le femme, de deux. It is Arabic. We are Arabs. I am in love with the 
voice. Her voice, hysteric. 


XV. 


Now I name the theme, all of these were variations. I am a young man, I am 
a brown man, and I dance with my lover in my room as far as possible in 
weekends. And then we drop. We are all waiting for the hook. We are all 
about the music that reflects our love. We are in history. We are in class 
struggle. We are in a Marxist cafe smoking cigarettes and sipping on rum. 


We then get into a train, and go to the protesting workers. Here we drop. It 
is a figure of being among friends, who are bourgeois and happy. But when 
she left me, I was in a deep anger on the nature of life. But when we got 
back together, we dropped. We were in a party and she loved me not for my 
phenomenon, but for my inner. I told you not to count me out. I was thin, 
and young and oh oh oh. And then we kept fighting. But then we went to a 
club. I was a person who sat in his house, and went to write as a journalist, 
sometimes as an unemployed blue collar worker. I was just a normal person. 
I see your face, then we drop. We drop, into a dance that was perfectly a 
movement in music. It was all about how a Marxist lives. How to be a 
Marxist. It is not simple to be a Marxist, I am full of ideas on life and 
friendships and radio broadcasting and cinema, but then we drop. And that's 
what I live for. The swerve. 


XVI. 


I am in France. I live by myself and we sit and read poems at night. We also 
write alot of material for music and radio. We are artists. I am listening to 
the music that is in the night, a metro ride away to the discotheque. We sit 
and plan the get together. We then drop our friends home. In between there 
is dance in French style. For which I ask you to come to the house and have 
a coffee or a drink, and then we go. We are the only ones, we are in love. In 
France, we sit together and talk first. After that we go to dance. It is as if 
there is a chemistry between two people, and they dance together. In the 
dance we express our love. J'taime. It means I belong to you. We then walk 
to the street where we have to part ways. J'promi l'existence et l'amour est 
decidi comme un danc. 


XVII. 


There is alot of dancing in the parties at backyards and in houses. In France, 
this is the form of life and existence that one expresses by asking for a 
friendship in college. Et, le college et l'ecole, du le sensible du experiance. 
In the college we do drugs, and we sit and talk about the music and cinema 
and books we read, see and hear. We then talk to Marxists and Communists 
about protests, and we go for demonstrations against the Sarkozy. This is 
important, but then its very le femme the French. They argue all the time 
about Mai 68, but we then get into music, djs and dancing and films. There 
is about following in the music. It is about being free and free to love. It is he 
a message, I'm the runner, he the rebel, and I'm the daughter waiting for 
you. It means that I look forward to a message from a militant, who is like a 
feminine man, and that's why he is like a daughter to the world. And then 


the woman, is a runner, she follows him, into the Maoist or Marxist- 
Lenninist-Maoist or even Trotskyist dead ends. 


XVIII. 


In India, there is a music and a dancefloor in every bourgeois household. It 
is the fine balance of things. It is finally music in Hindi and Urdu. There is a 
language of distinct figures. It is the aspiration of the people expressed in 
time and history. It is as if you come here okay. It is a way of saying keep 
coming closer. Here we fall in love and here we get married, and remain in 
love. There is class war and civil war at times. It is at peace with the people. 
There is alot of jazz to India. It is as if there is a world and a world apart. 
These two worlds, are mine. I am in pain, I am suffering and then I get into a 
musical piece on my phone and feel better. I am in love, when I go out with 
her for dinner. We sit and watch films together. It is a different syntax in 
Bandra Hill Road. Here we all, converge. We all sit in open road cafes and 
talk about things over chai, or tea. We drink tea together we walk around, 
we go fanaa. The word fanaa means, uplifted, even elated. We all sit in 
cinema halls and listen to people talking about cinema. 


In India there is a verve of the political kind. There is another verve. It is 
that of Islam. We sit and talk about che'me, it is as if there is a Kashmir that 
is occupied by military forces. Here we live in the cold, in winter and are all 
hemmed in. We are living an emergency. And then we smoke cigarettes, we 
then talk about oppression and resistance. In Kashmir, the evenings are 
more vivid. The night is more erotic. There is a whole tradition of people, 
who follow this life. In Jharkhand, there are peasant guerillas. In Bihar this 
happens often that we get into gun culture. 


There is no morning, no night, except that of political processes of Urdu 
poetry. 


XIX. 


I speak now in Urdu to communicate to the world, a specific language and 
culture and time and history: 


Kabhi the toh Kabhi nahi 
Kabhi the kabhi nahi, 
bada kaam tha 


jo zameen par, 


guzar gayi, 
chalo mia 
sabr le lo 
kabr le lo, 


ghar mein aao na. 


Main ab kavi hoon, 

yeh awaazon mein, 
main jag raha hoon, 
raat hai, 

zindagi so nahi paai. 
hum gitar se wakif hain 
mulakat nai ho rahi hai 


Yeh pehla kaha. 


In English, Iam a American 
In French, as well. 


In Urdu, I am a poet. 


These black, white, brown, and chinese problems 


are now in transliteration. 


When I speak in English, 
I speak Americanism, 


That is because that is English. 


When I speak in Urdu, 


I speak India, 


and that is because it is Indian. 


Ye farq isliye hain 
kyunki itihas 


sapar hai. 


Sapar se toota 
ghadi 
kaam, 


hua. 


I want to explain this novel, or ficcion. 


There is blackness, brown and white. There are colours and history. There is 
a dancing position on history and race and class. There is a prose in English. 
And then one prose poem in Urdu. It implies the construction of a fresco, of 
history and dancing. There are different voices, all interviewed. There are all 
types of logic in philosophy and writing literature. In the end this book is 
about literature. It is to break the national frame, and become global. It 
implies that we are all part of a Latin America, so we are all part of a 
dancing situation or even life. It implies that world is a object of formal 
recognition. We are not Indians alone, we are also Americans and French. I 
think it is a work that in saral terms implies this equation: 


A=B. 
A=A. 
A=A+B. 


This means that there is equality in the world, we are all the same language 
sometimes. But there is a world apart, a unique world, the French, the Urdu, 
the American and there is their union. 


In simple or dense terms, this is a logic of worlds. It is identity, difference 
and transcendental reductions. So much for race, caste, class and sex. In a 
logic of worlds, all these identities and their differences are reduced to 
dancing and its history. 


The history of dancing is the history of class struggle. Because there is a 
world divided and apart, after class. It is actually class that we express in 
dancing. It is because we express lyricism, and Urdu poetry is lyric in India 
and its workers. We are all lyrics. This because of the above equation. 


The equation indicates, workers and peasants and their union with 
intellectuals dancing. 


A = A (Workers are Workers) 


A = B commutative (Workers are intellectuals, and intellectuals are 
workers) 


A = A + B (workers are intellectuals and workers, intellectuals are the 
same) 


In terms of dancing, we liberate the workers by dancing. This is because 
love is an encounter that splits through all classes, into a singular event = 
we are dancing. 


I now complete the book. 


It is a logique du mondes in poetry. 


XX. 


There is the framing of the novel - it is a frame of dancing and equality 
before love. Then there is discussions on Marxism, and dancing. Then there 
is a history of dancing. In a structure of this structure there is the history of 
jazz. Jazz is a structure to this structure, because as a poet I understand that 
the framing of the logic of worlds, is actually a jazz frame. The jazz frame 
intervenes in the equality before love, by framing the equality into a jazz 
equality. As you know in jazz equality is a principle of the time-signature of a 
4/4, which then gets varied. It implies that there is a jazz structure to the 
novel, and in a similar way to equality before love. Jazz is the frame of the 
equality before love. Jazz is the music of black people, that emancipates the 
black people. Just as music liberates workers in India or in France. It is all 
the same because jazz is a form in a form. I now elaborate this meta- 
structure. 


There is Coltrane, Parker and Mingus and Miles Davis. These are four points 
in jazz, from be-pop to free jazz and soul jazz, and these forms are the praxis 
of dancing, in terms of the novel, which also has four points, France, 
America, India and the world, it is is jazz that is the meta-novel here. I write 
it in lyrical form: 


I am a black person. I listen to Mingus all night. It is an expression of a style. 
I am drinking to Coltrane, and I am a splinter that becomes my music. Iam a 
woman, and I walk around in style, and am walking on a street that turns 
into a building where I am walking with my lover. Iam a man, who is brown, 
and I have a gun, and I live in a neighbourhood to the black man and 
woman. We are all one race. We are all one people. I am a lyric, it is the 
movement of a man and a woman, and another man, as if they didn't know 
each other but lived in the same block. There is a deflection, a movement 
from one apartment to another, and there are moments, we pass each other 
by, but there is no recognition. We just are strangers. The music of Mingus, 
is that of our common interest, but actually we don't know each other. We 
are just ordinary people. We are workers, and writers and then we get along 
in our lives. I walk past him and he walks past me, we don't even notice each 
other. 


I named my lover, by her name. I recognise her. I am a dancing lover. We 
meet in a dance situation, and talk, and drink all night. 


XXI. 


I am twenty nine years old, it is jazz in India. In India there is a melody, and 
it is rap and rock music. But there is also jazz from time to time. We sit in 
our apartments and keep writing the novels and scripts of future cinema 
sales. And we are artistic, and painters and philosophers. But there is a 
world, and it is the minimalism of Mingus' bass line, or cello bass. And then 
there is a lot of wandering, and meeting lovers, and talking in a bar. 


XXII. 


When will we meet next? We kind of hitch hike on a truck, and get home, it's 
called Awaara in Urdu, and we then meet one day, don't meet the next 
month, and then the drama of history unfolds before us in Mingus' Goodbye 
Pork Pie Hat, and we listen to music all night, and it's the lost genereation. 
It is as if there is music and dancing, in the interludes, of a jazz ninth, and 
its symphony, that is in praxis dancing to history. 


We are all part of the ensemble of praxis and it is to dance and revel, in the 
joy of black soul and pop and be-pop, and to be in a state of enthusiasm, and 
listen to the records on a stereo, and make a radio talk on the conditions of 
the people of the world. 


Where can we meet I missed, the last sentence, of a paragraph. 


We are the world, in the sense of blackness and dalitness and individual 
lyrics. 


Lyrics express communism, and worlds, and France and temporality and 
absolutes. 


XXIII. 


So now I write about the way in which we encounter each other. If we're in 
an apartment block, and there is jazz and dancing. We are in rooms, and 
there we dance. And each dancer is a lover, and we are in a party. And there 
is no interaction, between the black man and the white man, and the brown 
man in history. What if I wrote, about these misunderstandings, as a theme 
and variation in dancing, where we must just let flow, the jazz into 
relationships, music and history. We should just get the soul of dancing. Like 
David Washington and Angela Davis in that Black Klanssman film. To feel 
the soul, better get hit in yo' soul. 


It implies there is an encounter, it is when the white, black and brown man, 
and the Chinese guy, work together in a Cuban salsa room. Where they are 
all in the history of race, and class and class struggle in the final destiny of 
communism. But perhaps things are more aleatory, they are about these 
misses and hits, these jazz beats, that make dancing forever fun and loving. 


XXIV. 


Luli is dancing. 


XXV. 


I am nothing. I am a man, who sits and reads. I walk late at night to the bar. 
There we talk about melodies and harmonies intervening in our lives. Our 
lives are all about the midnight local, to Bandra. At times, we are just 
interested in lovers and friends, we meet at some odd point in the night and 
then get into a dance. I am not the person who writes lyrics just as I am the 


person who talks in a late night Bresson cafe. I am in India, where the music 
is felt like soul jazz. It is to go to a political party and discuss at length, the 
time-signature and rhythm of a worker and peasant politics. We are just 
interested in the trains sometimes. 


In the train, we sit and smoke cigarettes. A series of cigarettes, and rum, 
and charas. We are all in the train, and its a meeting in Mumbai, that is 
being planned. I plan the moves, the lecture, and the meetings. In the 
planning, is the late night form of the train. In the train, we are getting hit 
on our souls. We are thinking of Koestler, and the gulags, how they got there 
and how they ended up thinking of it as a festival. In jazz dancing, there is a 
moment for the past, even as the present is its temporality. 


In other words, we sit and argue out the case for jazz and dance clubs, in 
trains all night long. 


XXVI. 


We are in a world trip to drugs. It means that there is a logic to jazz. It is the 
4/4, and a series of rhythms and improvisations on a scale. It introduces a 
picture perfect jazz. The picture is a man who is part of the hotels and 
budget nights in a late night jazz form. He sits and smokes and 
contemplates. He is the Wong Kar Wai, cigarette going to the tubelight 
scene. He is also, the man who sits and contemplates the jazz form of silence 
and speech. We talk while listening to jazz in the house. We sometimes, just 
sit and listen to the music, without talking. Aires and I are listening to jazz in 
the summer afternoon. We are poor and handsome, and we don't need 
money. We are in a position to drink rum and talk all night. But in the 
afternoon, we are calm, and collected. We are listening to jazz and shift from 
thinking, to writing, in endless cigarettes. 


Sometimes, we just fall asleep to jazz music. Sometimes we unwind, after a 
day job and get going. It's be-pop, when we get ready and go out on a 
detective search for the next task. It is to meet a journalist and talk about 
working class and peasant politics. From here we land up in the hostel at the 
uni, and there we sit and talk about the way we need to move towards the 
south, and turn political processes into demonstrations. And then we catch 
the local, and meet a worker and talk about wages. And then we get back 
home and unwind, and smoke cigarettes. And then in the late evening, we sit 
together and smoke some pot. And then we get ready to go for a strike. In a 
drug form, we get ready to sober down. Then finally, we walk away, towards 
the night and late night, which is all about typing on a typewriter, the future 
of literature. 


XXVII. 


We are walking around in a world of poetry. We sit and write songs, and 
smoke cigarettes. We even contemplate the form, and sculpture of Greek 
poetry. We then operate on love, and it is not an operation, but a hanging 
out. We stand in the balcony, and observe the world of apartments and 
neighbours. We are on the verge of revelation, when we go to visit 
archaeological sites. We are historians. I am a working class man. I am a 
writer, I write about jazz. 


I am a black man, and I sit and get ready to go to the meter of a taxi driver. I 
am a woman, black and African-American, we are sitting in a jazz concert 
seat, and we then go out for a dance. 


I am a white man, we understand black people, and understand that the only 
way to feel each other is to dance the jive and the be-pop style. 


I am dalit, and it is all about literature. I write in a form of Gramscian 
concrete analysis. I am an organic intellectual. I discuss the form of 
Marxism, displaced onto blackness and dalitness. 


XXVIII. 


I am in a series of troubles. I am poor, I am a poet and I am in a budget hotel 
which I can no longer afford. I am a person, who thinks about one way 
streets, and their diversion, to a bar. Where all night I sit and read and 
write. To be at bars, and then to get drunk is a literary metaphor. It implies 
that I understand literature. I am also at times, writing extensively. I hear 
the music at the bar, and write to it. I am also going out of the bar, to get 
more cigarettes. I then sit and write and read, all night in my flophouse. I am 
making notes on personal life. Here take a look. 


I Tired bodies 


I am tired these days. I don't play basketball like I used to. The soul is at 
work, while our bodies are disappearing. I am alone, but in love. I have no 
time, for meeting people. This is because all of jazz is a contemplation on 
meetings, and hang outs. I don't go for parties anymore. But I love the fact 
of a party, like a picture. So much Wittgenstein. 


II Life as jazz 


I spoke to Mingus. We were playing to an audience, that was I alone in a 
room. I understand nothing less than, what I hear. I hear my life in 


expansive rhythms. There is a hook, in each of Ah Um, and therefore I wait, 
for the hook in life. That happens rarely, but it is like hanging out with 
friends for a coffee and a cigarette. 


III Cuba 


In Cuba, they say that black people are free. Women are free. And gay 
people are free. I am personally a Cuban individual at times. It is to 
remember Ernesto and Fidel, and the guerilla war, which established a 
better world. It is then jazz music and salsa. It is the movement of the 
bodies, without looking at your feet moving. It is as if we just relate, our 
bodies our lives, our love. 


XXIX. 


Then we get going, it is late at night and it's raining. Now for Mingus. And 
now for a return to the nature of things. We contemplate, we walk around 
empty streets lit by neon light hotels. We walk into the nature of things. We 
are just a quartet, that plays jazz on the radio. I am a woman, and I see that 
there is a love in the nature of things. 


XXX. 


And then it all starts going. We are in a discotheque again. We understand 
the nature of life to mean pure nature. We then go for a dance. It is also, 
fanaa. I am uplifted and elated. I am in happiness. I am saying that there is 
an aspiration to meet at a club. I am talking about aao na, you come here 
okay. It is another way of saying. 


I am a woman who met a man at a club, and we were dancing and that's how 
we met. We then went into a series of meetings, that is encounters, at my 
house, at a beach. And we kept talking, and that's why it was so beautiful. It 
was like catching a bus, and going on a route and coming back, day after 
day. We were really hitting it off. We were talking and talking and talking. 


It was like the first day we met. At the club. Clubs are really special in India, 
because there is novelty everywhere. We also hang out at pubs and coffee 
shops. We live entirely by love. We are fanaa. 


XXXI. 


You come here okay. I am walking in a street and then it all lights up. I am 
flowing through rhythms and I am telling you about the party and Shaa's. 
We all went there and spoke about cinema. That's you here alright. And it is 
I am there in a way, you don't understand. I am at the beach, and we are 
singing, you sequence it. 


It is late at night. Another ontological difference or moment. It is a 
preparation for the night. It is a sequence. It is music, in aleation. I am ina 
world by itself. I then go and then I dance. I am with her and she speaks to 
me about the nature of things. We are discotheques. We are nights. We are 
aleation. We are talking about the way things just go. I am talking about 
remixes. We feel the music when we argue out the case. The case is like this. 


It goes like this. I am in synthetic movements of sound. The sound is 
amplified by the initiation into a situation. It is then divergent and converges 
into a sound boarding. It is as if, there is a remix to our lives at this point. It 
is just as a logic takes over. It is the sound the sound. 


I want you to come here okay. I want to say that coffee is a drug. I want to 
meet you, I want to tell you about life as I know it. I want there to be a 
forum. I want there to be a phalanx. But more than that I want there to be 
pure infinity. It is like we're flight ready and silent. This reduction is then a 
difference. it is the movement of music as electronic and firm and steady. 
Let's keep it going. 


XXXII. 


I am opening my eyes. I see the night. I then close my eyes and dance. We 
are in the night, we are in love, we are exploring the life of love. We are 
relating in love. We are here okay. You come on time, you come over. I and 
this moment will last forever with you. I am in the moment. I am sound and 
frequencies and amplitude. I am your something. 


Then it all crashes down. It is like a crash, the music, you and I. It is 
crashing into me. I am in a form of encounter. It is the logic of desiring a 
man who kept silent and away and then came so close. I am in love with you. 


Let's hit the night. Let's break on through. Let's electronica our dance. Our 
sex is different. It is a distinct language. It is music and lyrics and sound and 
movements of the body. 


XXXIII. 


Fanaa. Iam a woman. I like walking around the backyard with a lover. I also 
like going to shop for mint leaves and oranges. I am with him on the phone. 
We talk all night sometimes. We then go for a logic of sense. It is the 
frequency of going out with this man. He likes meeting every week. 
Sometimes every day. We hang out and go for dances. We also listen to 
music and talk in the room, at my bed. We are always talking. 


In some sense, we are fanaa. 


XXXIV. 


The jazz to all this is a dipping, lip, lip, lip, lip. It is the beats of dances and 
music and rhythms. It is to be lost to the world, happy and in love. There is a 
break, a drop into life and existence. It is also this night, this love, and this 
jazz night. 


XXXV. 


After all, we were jazz. Then we became poems. Then we were fanaa. We 
were at the night and contemplative. And there was a man, a tall man. He 
walked in and talked in poetry. From figures to dances. From dance to 
figures. It is a fact again. 


XXXVI. 


I am a shadow on the sun by Audioslave. 


Once upon a time 

I was of the mind 

To lay your burden down 

And leave you where you stood 
And you believed I could 


You'd seen it done before 


I could read your thoughts 


And tell you what you saw 
And never say a word 

But now all that is gone 
Over with and done 


Never to return 


And I can tell you why people die alone 


I can tell you I'm a shadow on the sun 


Staring at the loss 
Looking for the cause 
And never really sure 
Nothing but a hole 
To live without a soul 


And nothing to be learned 


And I can tell you why people go insane 
I can show you how you could do the same 
I can tell you why the end will never come 


I can tell you I'm a shadow on the sun 


